THE TOUCH BEYOND

in the way of business. Must I then stand glaring
at that Inconceivability with white lips in open-
mouthed amazement, my eyes starting from my
head ? Is ' stupefaction' the only word to describe
my state of mind when, face to face with Shake-
speare's achievement, I try to imagine what sort of
man Shakespeare really was ? Hadn't I better just
sit down in silence and quietly go mad ?

II

Into the select circle of professors and scholars, as
they were discussing in hushed voices the appalling
problem, there burst, not many years ago, the out-
rageous figure of a loud journalist and shameless
pornographic writer with a new interpretation that
shed a new and surprising light upon the subject.
Mr. Bernard Shaw has well described the shocking
comedy of this scandal. To write a new book on
Shakespeare, Mr. Shaw explains, great refinement
and delicacy of taste were considered necessary, and
combined with this profound scholarship, high
academic distinction, or at least an assured literary
reputation. * Now/ he adds, * if there is a man on
earth who is the utter contrary of everything that
this description implies; whose very existence is an
insult to the ideal it realizes; whose eye disparages,
whose resonant voice denounces, whose cold shoulder
jostles, every decency, every delicacy, every amenity,
every dignity, every sweet usage of that quiet life of
mutual admiration in which perfect appreciation of
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